THE   QUESTING   BEAST
with a pencil and shut eyes to see when it would all
finish.
I also wrote on the wall " Apres les nuagcs vicnt k
soldi; les beaux jours reviendront" and Stevenson's
"Requiem," and almost every day Kemal asked me to
translate the latter to him. I drew on match-boxes, picked
up in the latrine, little fortune-telling cards and told their
fortunes and my own innumerable times. Strangely
enough, however bad Kemal's or my fortune turned out
to be, Maksout's was always the worst. Death followed
him after every shuffle.
Kemal decided if ever he were released to go into
commerce, and he covered his part of the wall with
calculations as to how much he could make. Maksout
had a new plan of escape every night, but he only told me
as he did not speak to Kemal after the fight. I sold my
silver Caucasian belt to Maksout for a Turkish pound in
case I was ever free.
April passed into May and May into June. The snow
was rapidly melting from the hills that we could see from
our window. In the evening the shadows chased each
other in and out of the rugged crevices and the whole
range changed colour, and every evening in a different
way. And the clouds that formed made strange shapes
and filled my mind with fancies, and I longed for the
evenings because of this beauty.
We had a slight earthquake one day, but it did not
burst our prison walls, and it only mocked us by reminding
us of a new and possible means of escape. Maksout's ill-
ness was very distressing, but no doctor ever came, in spite
of our asking the guard.
Kemal still believed the Bolsheviks would take Kars
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